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Roof auric shall be henceforward thine,
And this shrine is a gold mine;
Have thy bosoms turned gold.
Beavan-tondar
To be one with the wonder.
The Hill of Aaroor is splendour.
Let thine eyes weep a tear,
Manifest tear of joy,
Your love should soar
Like the ever grown Ant-hill
And expanded tank
With ripples of thoughts
On the Filcher and the filcher!
The way the y aazh, played
The theme of Lord's power
That kicked Death to death
Is still in the air, in a Northerly!
For a good beholder
The seer of Aaroor is seen.
The very stars shall assume shapes and come *
And sing this pritvi
To have their karmic clay pot cut across the subtle gross
And sublimate camphor like
By one thought-hike.
Thanks to suddha Maya!
Sauce for the Vega!
Sauce for the Vela!
Here you walk at the End.
Entelechy is past routines,
Panguni river ever flows,
The Quotidian is all differential.hall outshine Denebola
